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Summary: As the result of a war, Guilmon and Angemon are wounded and their trainers abandon them. Because of this, they think humans can't be good trainers. It's up to Jamie and Rachel, two cousins who believe that the Digimon aren't evil as they've been told, to prove them otherwise. Can they help restore the bonds of friendship between humans and Digimon?





	1. Spring Break Time

**A story that came to me one day and I just couldn't get it out of my head, so here it is. :)**

**Digimon belongs to Toei Animation Company. Jamie belongs to pokemonsora01 and I only own Rachel.**

**A/N: This story is AU.**

* * *

><p><strong>Angels And Bravehearts<strong>

**Chapter 1: Spring Break Time**

Rachel and Jamie exited their school, ready to walk home. As they reached the sidewalk, they looked at each other, grinned, and took off running.

"It's Spring Break!" Rachel cried out happily.

"Yahoo!" Jamie cried out. "Two weeks of vacation! Alright!"

The cousins soon came up to the forest that was a short cut to Rachel's home and they ran into it, deciding to take their time getting home.

"No schoolwork!" Rachel said with a grin.

"No bullies!" Jamie added with a matching grin.

"No…,"

Rachel was about to continue the cheer when something up ahead stopped her. Hearing his cousin go quiet, Jamie came up to her. "What's up, Rach?" He asked.

She pointed and he saw what she saw. Gasping, he hid behind her. "Are those…Digimon?" He asked.

"They might be," said Rachel as she carefully approached them with her cousin behind her. One Digimon was white with six huge wings and a blue cloth that went from his waist and wrapped around his left leg. A helmet covered his eyes, only allowing on onlooker to see the bottom half of his face. His long, golden hair looked like it had seen better days.

The other Digimon was red colored and had black markings on his back like a tiger. He looked like small dinosaur.

Rachel noticed something was wrong as she got closer. "Jamie, I think they're injured," she said, pointing to the white Digimon's side were a bandage was sloppily covering a deep wound. Jamie noticed a few gashes on the red one's arms.

"I wonder how they got here," he said.

Rachel didn't know. "They need help," she said.

It took quite a bit of effort on their part, but they managed to half-carry, half-drag the two Digimon to Rachel's home, being as careful as they could.

* * *

><p>Angemon felt someone near him and turned to see a human girl leaning over him. "Human!" He said suddenly, startling her as he tried to get up, but fell back as his injuries began hurting again.<p>

"Easy," she said, trying to soothe him. "You're badly hurt."

"You think I didn't know that?!" He asked sharply.

Guilmon woke to find a young boy watching him and growled at him, trying to scare him off. "Don't move," the boy said. "You're still recovering."

Guilmon growled again. "You don't need to tell me what to do," he said, venom in his voice.

Jamie turned to Rachel, looking hurt and she gave him a gentle nod. "The pain is aggravating them, causing them to be a little short tempered," she said in explanation.

"Which will be shorter if you don't leave us alone," Angemon growled at her.

"We're only trying to help you recover," she said a bit sharply.

"Ha!" Angemon scoffed at her. "Don't play the good Samaritan, girl. You humans are pretenders."

"No, we're not!" Jamie said angrily. "Man, you two are really ungrateful."

Guilmon growled in anger. "You haven't been betrayed, boy!" He said.

Rachel suddenly thought of something. "You mean the huge digital war between the Digimon and their trainers?" She asked.

Both Digimon flinched at that and Angemon growled again. "Yes, I lost the girl who was my trainer in that war," he said. "She abandoned me."

"And the girl that was my trainer abandoned me," Guilmon said, his growl now filled with some sorrow.

Jamie came closer. "We lost a lot of our family in that war too," he said quietly.

Rachel nodded. "Jamie and I were very young when the war happened, but we remember everyone saying that all Digimon were evil and had turned against us," she said. "But we didn't think so."

That caught Angemon's interest. "What do you mean?" He asked, his voice still having a touch of hostility in it.

"If you were evil, why didn't you hurt your trainers when they abandoned you?"

Guilmon turned his head away. "I…couldn't," he said. "Even though she hurt me, I swore I'd never hurt her."

"I felt the same about my trainer," Angemon admitted. "But they showed us that there are no good humans at all."

Rachel and Jamie looked at each other and looked back at the injured Digimon. "Maybe, and maybe not," said Jamie, making the two look at him before they grunted in pain from their injuries.

None more was said as the cousins got the first aid kit, ready to help the two with their injuries.

One thing was clear to them: this would be no ordinary Spring Break.

* * *

><p><strong>Please leave a review, but no flames!<strong>

**GoldGuardian2418**


	2. Helping Hands

**Chapter 2: Helping Hands**

Rachel gently tended to the wound on Angemon's side, cleaning it carefully before placing some healing medicine on the bandages and taping the bandages into place. He winced a little as her fingers accidently prodded the tender skin a bit and she gave him an apologetic look before tending to a surface wound on his shoulder. "Okay, that shoulder should be alright in about a week, but your side is probably going to be about a month," she said.

He didn't look happy at that, but didn't voice it. "At least I can breathe comfortably now," he said. "Thanks."

The gratitude in his voice made him seem less hostile than earlier. "You're welcome," she said with a smile.

Jamie gently patted Guilmon's head and the Digimon let out a sigh, enjoying the attention. "Guilmon, I'm going to take care of those wounds, okay?" The boy asked.

The Digimon nodded. "Okay," he said.

Rachel smiled as she watched her cousin tend to the dinosaur Digimon's wounds and saw how Guilmon was relaxed. _Good,_ she thought. _Hopefully that means he at least trusts Jamie to take care of him._

When Jamie finished, Guilmon gently nudged his hand. "Thank you, Jamie," he said sincerely.

"You're welcome," he said.

Rachel looked at Angemon. "I'm sorry," she said. "About both yours and Guilmon's trainers."

He sighed heavily. "They both got new partners with the fusion Digimon," he said quietly. "We Digimon who fought in the war you both remember, our trainers…,"

Angemon bowed his head and Rachel saw tears running down his face. "They didn't appreciate you," she said softly.

"And blamed us for bringing it down on them and the other innocent people," he said. "Everyone blames us for that."

She gently placed her hand on his hand. "Jamie and I don't," she said. "All we knew was that it was an awful war."

He gently moved his hand away from hers and she pulled her hand back gently in silent understanding. "Humans don't have good hearts," he said. "They may have a very small conscience, but not good hearts."

Jamie overheard that and looked a bit hurt, but then looked at Rachel, who had an understanding look on her face and the boy grimaced, remembering how his older cousin's birth father didn't have a good heart either, hurting Rachel emotionally and it had taken a long time for her to heal.

Guilmon looked at Jamie and saw the look on his face. "Don't take it so hard, boy," he said. "It's just a rather harsh truth."

Rachel looked at the dinosaur Digimon and back at Angemon. "Not all humans think the same," she said softly. "And not all humans do the right thing. The number of criminals in the world is an example of that."

She then stood up. "You both can stay with Jamie and I until you've recovered," she said.

Jamie smiled happily at Rachel's decision. "Yeah, Rachel and I will take care of you guys," he said.

Guilmon nodded. "Alright," he said. "As long as you tend to me, Jamie."

The boy looked surprised. "You're gonna trust me?" He asked hopefully.

"Not yet," said Guilmon. "But you did a good job taking care of my wounds. That tells me you're capable and that something I'll depend on for now."

Jamie was a tad disappointed, but the compliment helped a little and Rachel placed a comforting hand on her cousin's shoulder. "Patience," she said softly so only he heard her. He nodded in response.

Angemon went to sit up a bit more and Rachel placed a couple pillows behind his back and he leaned into them with a relaxed sigh. "I'll allow you to help me, Rachel, but it will take a lot more to convince me you and the boy can be trusted," he said.

She nodded. "True trust takes time and must be earned," she said softly.

Those words showed her wisdom, something that impressed Angemon as he slowly nodded in agreement.

* * *

><p><strong>Please leave a review, but no flames!<strong>
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	3. Comfort

**Chapter 3: Comfort**

Jamie had gone off to bed while Rachel stayed up with Angemon and Guilmon, watching over them while reading one of the many books she owned. But her head started to nod and she blinked her eyes to try and stay awake, but her head lolled gently to the side and she fell asleep.

Angemon couldn't help a small chuckle and Guilmon even smiled. "You know, she and the boy seem like good humans," the latter said.

The former gave a small nod. "Maybe," he said. "I'm still not convinced."

Suddenly, two screams made them jump and Rachel bolted upright in her chair just as Jamie came racing out, running over to her. She instinctively caught him in a hug. "Jamie? You okay?" She asked.

He managed to take a deep breath. "It…it happened again," he said. "You?"

She nodded. "Yeah," she said.

Angemon looked over at them. "What happened again?" He asked curiously.

Rachel looked at him. "Even though we were young when that awful Digital war broke out, we often would be chased by some awful Digimon. We nearly didn't get away a few times. And then when the war happened, we saw a lot of stuff we shouldn't have seen," she said. "As a result, we get nightmares."

She then scooted over a bit in the chair, which was large enough to hold two grown men, and Jamie sat beside her, still looking a bit shaken up. Guilmon walked over to them. "Do these nightmares happen every night?" He asked curiously.

"Every night," said Jamie before he yawned. "I'm really tired."

Rachel nodded. "All these night of little sleep are catching up to us," she said.

Guilmon remembered how his former trainer had gone to him for comfort more times than he could count and went over to Jamie. "Well, I wouldn't mind some company," he said. "You could sit with me for a bit, Jamie."

The boy did so and to Rachel's surprise, the dinosaur Digimon let Jamie snuggle up to him and gently ruffled his hair in comfort.

Rachel then felt two strong arms pick her up and pull her toward Angemon, who sat down in the chair near Guilmon, holding the older girl comfortingly. She looked surprised, but then rested her head on his broad shoulder. "Thanks," she said, a curious look still on her face.

"I used to comfort my trainer when she had nightmares too," he said softly.

Rachel snuggled into his hug and smiled. "Nightmares don't stand a chance against a big, strong Digimon like you," she said.

He seemed surprised at the compliment, but then felt her hand running through his wing feathers gently and curiously. It felt relaxing and he remembered how he had asked his trainer if she would help him with his wings and she refused to.

The older girl in his lap seemed to notice how he was relaxing and she continued the gentle treatment. "Do Digimon get nightmares too?" She asked gently.

He slowly nodded. "Yes," he said. "Like you two, Guilmon and I haven't had a decent night's sleep in a long time."

Rachel's hand then moved to the tall Digimon's shoulders and she gently massaged his shoulders. "Well, looks like all four of us need a good night's sleep," she said.

Jamie looked thoughtful. "Well, having someone nearby helps my nightmares to stay away," he said.

"Same here," said Rachel.

Guilmon then yawned. "Well, there's room for you, Jamie," he said kindly. The boy gave him a grateful smile.

Angemon began rubbing Rachel's back. "I don't mind if you stay here, if you keep that up," he said as she kept massaging his shoulders.

She smiled. "Well, if you keep that up, I'm going to fall asleep on you," she said.

He smiled too and it wasn't long before the four fell asleep and had a good night's sleep for a change.

* * *

><p><strong>Please leave a review, but no flames!<strong>
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	4. A Caring Heart

**Chapter 4: A Caring Heart**

Jamie was watching for Rachel, who had gone into town to get food and stuff while he stayed at the house with the two Digimon, who had nearly recovered from their injuries. Guilmon then grunted a little in pain and the boy helped him get more comfortable. "Thank you, Jamie," he said.

"You're welcome," he said and saw Angemon lean his head back on the hard arm of the couch and got a pillow for him. "How about this?" He asked gently.

The white Digimon actually smiled a little, lifting his head up so that the boy could place the pillow behind his head. "Ah, that's much better," Angemon sighed in relief. "Thank you."

Rachel suddenly came rushing in, slamming the door behind her, breathing hard as her backpack slid from her shoulders. Jamie quickly caught it. "What happened?" He asked.

She looked at him. "We've got trouble," she said. "I had just finished getting to food when some girl in town pointed me out and said I was a Digimon sympathizer. Well, that sparked a fire that's coming this way fast."

Jamie looked stunned. "You mean…?"

Rachel nodded. "The adults who remember the Digimon-human war are coming to take Angemon and Guilmon away," she said. "The girl that pointed me out said she should have made sure Angemon was done for."

The girl then looked at the angel Digimon, who looked hurt and angry. "Angemon, is she…the one that abandoned you?" She asked.

He nodded. "The same," he said.

Rachel ran over to him. "I'm not letting her near you," she promised firmly. He seemed surprised at that.

Jamie looked out the window. "They're coming," he said.

"Everything ready?" She asked.

He nodded. "Okay, if they don't listen to me, then take Guilmon and Angemon and go _there,_" she said.

"You got it," said Jamie. "You're coming too, right?"

She nodded before heading out to speak with the group of adults. "You're trespassing here!" She said. "Leave before I call the police!"

"Turn over the Digimon, girl! They're dangerous!" One adult said.

Rachel stood her ground. "No, they're not!" She said firmly. "Their former trainers were dangerous!"

The same girl who had pointed Rachel out and another girl came forward. "We did the right thing by getting away from them," said the first girl. "They were trying to hurt us. Restart the Digimon-human war."

Rachel glared at them. "That's something I highly doubt," she said. "They were your best friends and you abandoned them."

"They hurt us by hurting our families!" Said the second girl. "They need to be dealt with!"

"By 'dealt with', you mean seeking vengeance on two Digimon who had nothing to do with that war!" Rachel exclaimed.

"Every Digimon had something to do with that war!" The first girl said. "Even if some didn't fight in it!"

Something about that statement waved a red flag for Rachel. "And Angemon and Guilmon didn't fight in it, did they?" She asked. "They tried to protect you, didn't they?!"

The girls sputtered for a moment before they regained their composure. "No! They didn't!" The second girl said.

Something in her statement didn't ring right and Rachel sensed it: desperation. "My cousin and I will not become the cowards you did and are!" She said sternly. "You'll never hurt Angemon or Guilmon again!"

With that, she went back inside and barricaded the door, quickly moving to the back part of the house and under the stairs, where a fire escape had been built and concealed long ago. She now opened the door and closed it behind her as she went in and down the stairs where the tunnel led to the shed outside and she escaped, running down a path only she and Jamie knew about.

* * *

><p>Jamie had succeeded in getting the Digimon to the cave that he and his cousin had found and made into a refuge long ago and they waited for Rachel to come.<p>

Thankfully, it wasn't a long wait and Rachel was soon inside the cave with them, breathing hard. "Didn't go so well, huh?" Jamie asked.

"Not as I hoped," Rachel admitted. "But something the first girl said struck a wrong chord. She said all Digimon had something to do with the Digimon-human war, even if some didn't fight in it."

She then turned to the two Digimon. "You two didn't fight in that war, did you?" She asked non-accusingly. "You tried to protect your trainers, didn't you?"

The two had pained looks on their faces. "Yes," said Angemon. "But…we were unable to save their families."

"Our trainers not only saw their loved ones get hurt, but saw a few of their relatives perish," said Guilmon, looking away. "They blamed us for that."

"And abandoned you out of not only grief, but anger," said Rachel.

"We tried to help them, but they rejected us, said hurtful things, and even hurt us physically with other Digimon they had found. The Fusion Digimon."

"Who they didn't blame for the war?" Jamie asked in shock.

The two Digimon nodded. "As a result, we lost faith in humans and vowed to never trust them again," said Angemon. "But, despite that, you two insisted upon helping us."

"Because we never leave someone injured when we can help them," said Rachel as she went up to Angemon and rested a hand on his arm. "And I promise we'll never abandon you two. We'll keep you safe."

He looked at her. "For once, Rachel, I believe your words," he said. "Because your actions have backed them up."

"And they always will," she promised.

"Same goes for me," said Jamie. Guilmon gently placed a clawed hand on his shoulder.

"You both have caring hearts," the dinosaur Digimon said. "But…what do we do from here?"

"You two rest," said Rachel. "Jamie, what do you say we brush up on our history a bit?"

The boy instantly saw what his cousin had in mind. "I'd normally say no, but given the circumstances, I'm for it," he said.

She nodded and they headed over to another section of the cave they had been working on slowly.

The library section.

* * *

><p><strong>So, the two former trainers return to try and have their former Digimon hunted down and the townspeople who remember the awful war are for it. But what did Rachel mean by brushing up on history a bit? Stay tuned to find out!<strong>
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End file.
